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upheavals when she reverts in memory to her past trials,
and especially when she recalls the virtues of her de-
ceased spouse, who was, I suspect, an adjunct such as
one finds not rarely annexed to a capable matron in
charge of an establishment like hers; that is to say} an
easygoing, harmless, fetch-and-carry, carve-and-help,
get-out-of-the-way kind of neuter, who conies up three
times (as they say drowning people do) every day,
namely, at breakfast, dinner, and tea, and disappears,
submerged beneath the waves of life, during the intervals
of these events.

It is a source of genuine delight to me, who am of a
kindly nature enough, according to my own reckoning,
to watch the good woman, and see what looks of pride
and affection she bestows upon her Benjamin, and how,
in spite of herself, the maternal feeling betrays its Influ-
ence in her dispensations of those delicacies which are
the exceptional element in our entertainments. I will
not say that Benjamin's mess, like his Scripture name-
sake's, is five times as large as that of any of the others,
for this would imply either an economical distribution to
the guests in general or heaping the poor young man's
plate in a way that would spoil the appetite of an
Esquimau, but you may be sure he fares well if anybody
does; and I would have you understand that our Land-
lady knows what is what as well as who is who.

I begin really to entertain very sanguine expectations
of young Doctor Benjamin Franklin. He has lately
been treating a patient whose good-will may prove of
great importance to him. The Capitalist hurt one of
his fingers somehow or other, and requested our young
doctor to take a look at it The young doctor asked
nothing better than to take charge of the case, which
proved more serious than might have been at first
expected, and kept him in attendance more than a week.
There was one very odd thing about it The Capitalist